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You don\'t say you\'re sorry 


Author's Notes: 

This is a YesWest story which | wrote in 2004, inspired by the drunken behavior of certain members at the 
listening party for Tak (which was a live broadcast in 1994) and also by a comment which Trevor made 
regarding the song \"Real Love\" during that event. It\'s set during the recording of the album in 1993, but 
makes references to other events as well. The song was written by the two of them with lyrical contributions 
from Jon but at its core | feel it\'s a classic Fish/Trev moment, especially when they sing the refrain 
together, just the two of them. | consider the pairing to be my specialty and | believe this is one of the best 
Ive written thus far to attempt to explain their rather obvious (to me) dynamic. 


Its a song that one should listen to late at night, with headphones on, in a certain frame of mind 
- Trevor Rabin, about the song "Real Love," 1994 


They could exist within a groove, always. No matter what had occurred to pull them apart, put distance 
between them - whether literal or figurative - the way in which they thought of music..the way in which 
they played, together, it was an expression of the groove which they belonged in 


Always. 


Eleven years of never being truly honest, it took its' toll. Trevor considered that Chris might possibly be 
making himself sick with their secrets. 


And yet how to cross that void? With music. When they brought something forth, one to the other, it was 
ever the space in which nothing was wrong. They listened, they responded, and if only for a moment things 
were right again. 


A meteor shower was expected, the location of Trevor's backyard provided a good vantage..not much ambient 
light save the bone-white glow of the Hollywood sign to the north, looming over his neighborhood. After 
midnight he sent everyone home but Chris did not budge from his resting spot on the patio..Trevor still 
referred to it colloquially as a "veranda," which amused his Fish. 

"Think I'll take the air on your veranda, dear. 

Trevor would shake his head, they'd all been virtuous and quit smoking (save Alan who never had) except for 
Chris. Trevor considered it was a good thing he finally had the previous year otherwise the daily frustrations 
inherent in the recording process would have driven him right back to it. 

"You've got ten minutes, | need you." 

"Provided you can fix whatever problem you're having in that amount of time, which | doubt." 

"Yes, but I'm clever, aren't |?" 

A pointed gaze, a smirk, looking for the man he knew was tethered to him no matter the time or place. A brief 
glimpse in a flash of hazel eyes, a certain curve of lips. Then a grand exit, waving a hand in the air, patrician 
inflection heavy with mocking affection 


"Clever Trevor, you've got ten minutes." 


All was quiet now as they sat with their feet up on the retaining wall, heads raised towards the sky. Chris held 


out his glass. 
"More brandy, please." 
"More brandy," Trevor echoed, pouring from a bottle which was nearly half-empty now. It had been full when 


he brought it out less than an hour ago. But he enjoyed the warm mantle laying over his anxieties, at the 


moment. 


"Ever seen anything?" Trevor asked. "Y'know, like Jon says he has?" 


Chris chuckled. "Nappy and his visitors. Well, | could say ‘yes, | could say ‘no: It all depends on whether you 


think it counts when one is.chemically compromised, as it were." 

"Thought you said you never did acid after 1961" 

"Not talkin’ bout acid, dear. In fact, just last month Melissa and | took some e -" 
"Ecstasy? Fish are you crazy? That stuff is dangerous!" 


Chris made a sound of breathy derision "Oh they say that, of course, but if one takes the proper precautions 
it's actually quite pleasant. You learn a lot about yourself, | think” 


You haven't been sober in years, Trevor thought. What could you possbly know about yourself? 
"Hmm. Well, | spose I've decided to settle for boring sobriety.” 

Chris snorted. "He says, with glass in hand! 

"Booze doesn't count. Never has, never will. But | dont particularly like myself on drugs” 

"| thought you were rather fun on the buzz" 

Trevor smirked. "You would, But I'm always fun’ 


Out of the corner of his eye Trevor could see Chris‘ mouth move into a pout. A little more drink and the 


common sense filter would be permanently disabled. 

"You don't agree, Fishy? Remember the first time | wasn't on anything at all." 

They stared at one another for a very long moment. The entire meteor shower could have occurred and they 
wouldn't have seen it, so enthralled were they with memory..and what they could see even now. Trevor felt 
himself growing hard, his desire intensifying as he recalled the night they finally lunged at one another..eleven 
years ago, after a period of circling although they each knew the feeling was there from the very first day of 
their acquaintance. 

“The first time was.." 


Trevor raised his eyebrows. Just fell me, for once in your life, goddamn it. Tell me how you feel 


‘It was exactly what | wanted," he said, unable to stop his own confession. Chris put his fingers to his mouth. 


‘It was so delirious | can barely recall it now," he finally said, in a hoarse whisper. 

They looked up at the sky again A meteor appeared, streaking green fire through the atmosphere. 
"It was like that. Fast and fiery and beautiful." 

Trevor rose to his feet, pulling Chris to his, their mouths locking in a kiss. He tasted brandy and lust. 
"Trev, you're the crazy one," Chris murmured. 


"Is dark. Just hush." Just shut up and kiss me, you sot 


When Trevor loved he always assumed it would be forever. He moved forward with his mind set in the big 
picture, the long view. And this was a trial, even from the outset, there had always been obstacles to the 
pure expression of their desire and their regard, but what in life was particularly easy, after all? But he 
couldn't imagine life without Chris, though he had tried.but all it took was to hear / need you, HI always need 
you and he was held fast. 


Even on Chris' wedding day.how surreal, during a beautiful blue-sky-anything-is-possible kind of day, to be 
taken aside, led down a path to the beach beyond where the ceremony had been held, the tide coming in with a 
repeating shoosh 


‘It was a lovely day," Trevor remarked, not knowing quite what to say. Chris knew he was more than slightly 
disapproving, didn't think Melissa was the right sort of girl for him. 


"I got the weather to cooperate," Chris quipped. "Not everyone can" 
Trevor smiled, looking at the sand, suppressing an urge to take his dress shoes off even as they were in 


eminent danger of getting soaked. They had walked beyond the dunes, looking off toward the cliffs which 
marked the end of the beach at the southern edge. 


"You think l'm going wrong," Chris said, his voice low but loud enough to hear. Trevor watched a sandpiper rush 
before the encroaching water. He imagined he should attempt diplomacy on a man's wedding day, but this was 


more than a mere man, or even a friend. 
"I do tend to think that sometimes, yes. But it doesn't matter what | think, does it?" 


Chris looked shocked. Though he'd had his usual ration of brandy before the ceremony he wasn't drunk, 


exactly. Not in terms of his own Tolerance, at the very least. 


"How can you say that?" 


| can say that because you know how | feel about this whole thing. You're looking for stability but you're not 
going to get it from that one." 


"Can | ask you - no, scratch that, beg you - to please just support me? On this day of all days? | need you." 


Trevor sighed and looked away. Why should it matter? But it did. It always mattered when Chris did something 
he found disappointing, because he had invested so much in their relationship. He felt as though Chris was 
doing this on purpose, marrying a woman who viewed Chris as a trophy of sorts, but truly had no idea what 
she was getting herself into. Punishing Trevor for pursing his own goals and life during the time when they had 
dissolved for a time. Being reckless and even stupid. And then he would look hurt and helpless and Trevor would 
be sufficiently moved to try and save Chris from himself. 


"Can't need me that bad if you never listen to me." 
"| don't possess your propensity for nobility. Christ, no one does, you're too good for this earth." 


"Fuck you! | care about you, | drag you along, and you continue to lie to me about everything and yet I'm 


supposed to just accept it. You'd do well to just leave me alone right now, before | say something truly nasty: 
Trevor made to walk down the beach, away from the other, until he stopped feeling like he wanted to punch 
Chris in the face, when suddenly he was grabbed from behind and pulled to the other, held tightly. He 
instinctively looked up towards the houses facing the sea, wondering if anyone was watching the drama unfold. 


"For God's sake, let go of me Fish! Someone will see!" 


"Trevor." The name was whispered by a voice on the edge of overwhelming misery. "Trevor please don't be 


angry with me. | don't think | could bear it." 

Something was wrong. But something had been wrong for years..with nothing to be done save pretend that it 
was all finebut never quite night, save in moments of transcendent bliss delivered by music and secretive 
passion. 

| cant love you and be happy. But I do. 

"Chris -" 


"Please." That whisper he recalled from other times. "| need you. I'll always need you." 


Trevor didn't believe Chris. But he wanted to believe, and that was why he stayed. 


Those masterful hands, all over him, sliding into his jeans as he himself did the same and they stroked one 


another with tipsy playful mischief. 


"So much for stargazing," Chris quipped, after he had run his tongue up Trevor's neck to his ear, sighing in a 
way which made the other shiver. 


"Here." Trevor led him to a patch of lawn and they laid down on the ground, pawing and panting and looking up 
at the darkness. "Can actually see the stars tonight, isn't that lucky.” 


It was risky behavior, which he found himself enjoying more and more of late. Skydiving, auto racing, scuba 
diving..and groping his lover in his very own backyard. A progression, over years, and he was supposed to be 
pulling Chris away from the edge of the cliff, not ready to go off it with him. Sublimation, then: jumping out of 
planes, swimming with sharks. But nothing made him feel as alive as their desperate dance, and they'd gotten 
much worse at hiding the compulsion. He would tease and cajole and strange glances from those who did not 
understand had to be tempered with explanation. 


"Is just their way of talking, is all," Alan told one of the technicians, and Trevor overheard, vaguely queasy in 
suspicion that everyone had figured it out. He could even recall some intoxicated evenings wherein they had 


been hopelessly sloppily fey in public, brandy loosening their tongues for (bad) and all. 


"l have the utmost regard for you" A heavy hand dwarfing his shoulder. Trevor leaned in, his forehead touching 
Chris. 

"Yeah? You really really really really -" 

‘Get to the fucking point, pretty boy!" 

Giggling. "You care, hmm? It would mean so much if you cared" 

A dramatic intonation.one of the hallmarks of intoxication for Trevor was to do silly voices and impersonations. He 
had a bit of a knack for it 

‘Oh Trev, | have always always always always -" 

"The point, Fish, this year if you please." 

"Goddamn if, yes! | do, you sodding beautiful brat." 

‘Arent you a darling then." 


The others were used to it, had learned to either ascribe it to extreme drunkenness or ignore it altogether. 


Because their collective destiny was in the hands of the two who sat practically in each other's lap and giggled 


at their own drunken camaraderie. 


Jon hadn't come up with lyrics for the bridge.he and Chris were sitting in Trevor's living room watching a 


episode of Nova about Stephen Hawking. 


"The man is amazing," Jon enthused. "A brilliant mind in a ravaged body. His mind doesn't even exist on this 


plane, y'know. He's gone beyond, to other dimensions." 

"It is fascinating," Chris murmured. "To think about the universe like that." 

Trevor continued to stand in the doorway, hands on hips, familiarly frustrated with the two. It was all very 
well and good to think about physics and the universe but what about the here and now? They had a song to 
finish and as usual the two were buggering off. He left them to their cosmic pondering and returned to the 
studio, picking up a spiral notebook as he sat at the console, waiting for Michael to reset the controls for 


playback. He hummed the bridge to himself, chewing on the end of a pen, staring at the blank page. 


Far away, in the depths of Hawkings mind 
fo the animal, the primalistic grind. 


Trevor was almost startled, not realizing he'd actually written something down. But bloody hell, wasn't that 
cosmic, hmm? And a nice image, from the macro to the micro, as it were. He was earthbound, he admitted it, 
Trevor reasoned that was why he and Jon did work well together at this juncture: he tempered the more 


ridiculous and obtuse notions of his bandmate, made them tuneful and universal. 


Trevor's mind wandered on a tangent of primal, suddenly, one of a host of sexual fantasies taking a slow stroll 


in the vista of his thoughts. Chris taking him from behind, with rough possession and a voice thickened by lust. 
Mine. 
Fish would like that, to sing such a phrase with him. Trevor immediately imagined how it would sound, just the 


two of them. As always they would sing the things they couldn't say. He thought of being helpless: in the 


situation and in his obsession..and closed his eyes, smiling. 


"D'ya ever think ‘bout it, Trev? What's up there?" 


"All of you," Trevor said, stretching beside Chris, putting his hands behind his head, "you all mock me for not 
being philosophical and such. But I'm a realist, y'know? | think about the problems of this world" 


"You're incredibly noble, dear, I've never disputed it. | dunno.! like to ponder the otherworldly sometimes." 
"As a result of a lifetime of knowing Jon, I'm sure.” 

"Oh it's not merely Nappy’s influence. | like to..imagine things.’ 

Trevor snickered. "While you're wanking in the bath." 


"You know me altogether too well, kiddo." 


A bad mood, Chris had called one too many days and said he wouldn't be there. The bridge was still only half- 
written and suddenly Trevor didn't care if it was finished, but Jon was insistent that the other had to 
complete it. Yet he couldn't resist a little gibe. 

"Trevor, this is about cosmic love." 

"Love is love, Jon Its everything, even sex" 

"But that's the only way you ever want to express it" 

Trevor frowned. "Not true. But if you want the whole picture, you've got to have it in there somewhere" 
Frustration seized him after lunch, the hard drives had crashed again for the fourth time that week, and 
Trevor could only sit there and wait for the techs to fix it, on conference call with the Mark of the Unicorn 
support team. He went out on the veranda, looking out over the basin, vaguely wishing he hadn't quit smoking. 
"As | suspected, nothing to miss, despite your grumpy lecture.’ 

Chris blocked out the sun and looked hungover. 

"Thought you were indisposed, Fishy." 

"Less so than predicted. What's doing then?" 

"Hard drives crashed again." 

Chris sat down, sighing. "| spose lunch is come and gone." 

"Over an hour ago. Need to plan your appearances better." 

"Do hush, whelp. I've a headache." 


Youre not sorry, you never are. So neither am | 


But of course Trevor couldn't harden his heart. He took his cold fish by the arm and led him to the kitchen 
for tea and brandy and whatever passed for sympathy between them. 


Trevor sat on the steps of his studio, alone, wanting some air, having reached saturation point even in the 


luxury of his own space. It was sometime after two in the morning, he strummed his Tobias acoustic and sung 


the lines already written, trying to find another couplet. 


"Youre a reasonable man, Trev," Fish teased "so how do you explain that?" 

Chris and Alan had been discussing UFOs. 

"Well they've never been verified, have they? One way or the other." 

"Depends on who you ask, | spose," Alan replied, ever diplomatic. 

‘lm asking you, Rabin, do you or don’t your" 

‘Believe in UFOs? If one lands in the yard HI let you know what I think then." 

They all laughed, but the two had looked at one another, their inherent sexual tension making them want fo drive 


each other crazy, as always. 


He found himself singing a phrase, again that unconscious impulse leading him to the exact expression he 


sought. 


You bring me reason, a simple fact of life. 


You don't say youre sorry. 
He sang the bridge entire, then smiled with satisfaction That was Fish, wasn't it? Never apologetic and yet, a 
constant in his life. Chris was his own reason, for the very things he did to annoy ended up being endearing, 


somehow. Because they were him, and he was..well, he was everything 


Or at least everything which mattered to Trevor. 


The music had tension, growl, and groove. It was the synergy of what they were to one another: dancing to a 
rhythm all their own, building to ecstatic release, beginning all over again.infinitely circling as they did. Powerful 


and delicate all at once. To hear their voices meld gave him chills. They belonged together, always. 


And to play it every night, to look over and see him following along, locked in the riff..that was real love. He 
only hoped the other would know, with every note he played. 


Youre my universe. Is that cosmic enough for you? 


